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the richest brain they ever encountered is a tribute to the
boy who had to go to work in a cannery at the age of thirteen
because he could not afford to attend high school.

Alexander Irvine says that Jack talked softly, that he had
the mellifluous, whispering voice of a gentle lady. He
practised unfailing courtesy, even in the face of bigotry,
ignorance, and foolishness, and since he was inviting hordes
of absolute strangers to be his guests, he encountered these
qualities, too. Men and women whose philosophies he
despised, whom he regarded as enemies of civilisation, would
come to his ranch, sleep in his beds, ride his horses, eat at his
table; no matter how long they stayed they never suspected
that he harboured such sentiments about them. Human
beings from every school, standard, income group, and
background passed through his house . . . and into the
texture of his work he wove their variegated richness of
character. He took from his guests all they had to give, of
wisdom and ignorance, of character and weakness, of
viciousness and fun. Never trying to shout down his
opponent, to beat him by brute strength, he was interested
in the meat of the discussion, not the victory.

Every one speaks of the force of his dynamic personality.
Janet Winship, daughter of his friends from Napa, says that
when he entered a room where a group of visitors would be
sitting slumped in their chairs, silent, dull, uninterested, an
electric current would shoot through them and they would
come instantly to life, not only their bodies, but their minds
and spirits. His tremendous vitality was only part of the
cause; he had such a warm, vibrant, glowing quality of
being alive that he invested every one he met with a radiance,
a spirit of well being. Irvine summed it up for many of
Jack's friends when he said, "Jack London was a mountain
in life,"

Before Jack retired at night, usually at eleven o'clock,
Nakata fixed his night-table with notepaper, pencils, galley
proofs, the books and pamphlets he was reading, manuscripts
from aspiring authors sent to him for correction and
criticism, some light food to nibble on to fight off sleep, a